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WILLAM
BRINGS

C. WHITNEY
TO LIGHT HIDDEN WISDOM OF "THE HERMIT OF ZOAR.ft

I
I Til

&

mwaimwwwwWVWAAA Delightful Observations of a Literary Recluse That Are Now Published for the First Time. WyWWVWAWAAawuMuww"

K

i

.WRITTEN FOR THE SCITDAT ItEPCDUa
In these dajs of imitative writing and lit-

erary hacking one Fcldem conies uion a
volume like "The Hermitage Zoar Note
Book of Alexander Gunn." which is printed
by Mr. William C. Whitney and comes from
tho press of De Vlnne &. Co. It ts the reve-
lation of a rare personality, unfolded in a
unique style and provocative of none but
pleasant thought?.

A It is for private circulation
rnnong the friends of the late Mr. Gunn
there is nowhere In It any formal recom-
mendation or explanation. It Is Intended for
those ho already know something of the
Hermit Author and his quaint home. Those
outside that circle ivho hanplly come by
the book must make up cf siigzstlons here
find there In tho text the frame of the
charming storj.

This, however. i not difficult, for one re-
calls that some time In November last
news telegram.-- from Cleveland announced
that former Secretary William C Whitney
had cone to Zoar. In Ohio, to bury his
friend. .Alexander Gunn. whose remains had
been brought from Nauhelm. in Germany,
vrher he died a month or so before.

The namo of the man and the place were,
new The great light of publicity that tx-a- t

on the life and public services of one of
these friends had never touched the other,
and he. remained in the shade all his days.
The funeral occasioned no ltule curiosity

X the time.
Since then accounts of Zoar and the Zoar-lte- s

have been printed, from which we
learn that, some time about 1S17, thera set-

tled at what is row Zoar, In Ohio. a. colony
of Swablans, under tho leadership of a man
named Belmler. They had beep driven from
their homes across the sea by the exactions
of taxation and tyranlcal conscriptions.
They settled in what was then a wJIdetnsM
and their descendants had since maintained
the Commune.

Farming and raising stock on. lbs sjlttm
they brought with them, they were now.
with their mediaeval farming methods, a
very anachronism In the midst of the mod-
ern civilization of their adopted State. But
cf Alexander Gunn nothing. In death, as In
life, he continued out of the reach of the
common eye.
HERMIT'S BOOK ARTISTICALLY
RAISES THE VEIL.

But now comes the volume printed by Mr
Whitney for private circulation among the
llftlme friends of Alexander Gunn, in
-- hlch the veil is artistically raised, dia
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lu. -- 5. It was cot known, even to hi moist
Intubate friends, that Mr. Gunn ever wrote
more than an occasional letter of friendship,
and, as he was "himself unconscious of any
literary ability, this volume comes as a sur-
prise. After his death three little notebooks
were found among his effects. These, with

ome scattered scraps make op the volume.
There is no attempt in the brief note

that Introduces and explains the publication
to appreciate the author. With a simplicity
and suppression of sentiment that must
have been difficult, considering the nature
of the lifelong friendship that existed be-
tween the author and the publisher. It is
stated that Mr. Gunn was born In 1S37: that
he went from the stir and bustle of Cleve-
land In 1ST9 to quiet Zoar "to escape the
clamors and empty ambitions of the world";
that "he was then in the prime of life,
with fine health, and had retired from ac-
tive business, in which he had accumulated
what he considered an ample fortune": that
visits to Zoar lengthened as the years went
by, until "at last his life accidentally took
root in the simple community and he made
there a permanent home in the 'Hermitage.'
a simple little cottage," which Is the center- of the amazing Interest the volume dis-
closes.

Thereafter there Is nothing except that
(which Mr. Gunn. unapprehensive of posthu-
mous publication, set down In random notes
or occasional letters. It Is, In fact.- - an un-
conscious autobiography, wherein the time
honored traditions of this form of work are
thrown to the winds. Mr. Whitney Is to bo
congratulated for having saved his friend
from the levelling hand of an editor who
might have healed some literary dcfects.but
would as cmrely have spoiled tho picture of
a splendid man. etched surely in short but
pregnant sentences.

We do not usually retire from active busi-
ness In Cleveland, or any other city of this
strenuous Union, at 4Z. particularly if for-
tune Is coming our way. What is common
enough In older lands France, for Instance

Is almost shocking, if not insidiously im-
moral. In ours.
NOT A SOURED HERMIT
BUT PEACE SEEKER.

Mr. Gunn was not soured. He was very
easy in his heart, and lived, if we may say
eo, on Easy street, easefulwi?e. The noise
of the active town got on his nerves a bit.
He would try how quiet it was amid the en-
circling hills that shut In the primitive
township of Zoar the place of rest. The
Swablans so called it, because when they
reached It they were very tired. Mr. Gunn
went there because he was tired elsewhere.
Strange thing the man of cities found
there when the rustic Swablans found. Ho
came, enjoyed It. an went. Soon his stay
became longer than his absence. At last be
"took root," and thereafter It was home-- till

very human, easy process. He melts
Into "the community."

"Here I am free from the envy the poor
must feel toward the arrogance of pride
and weals', for here is. a pure democracy.
There is & shade of gradation in the social
scale. I Bit at table by the side of the coal
miner an! feel no shudderlngs; the Tlcugb-ma- n

Is my friend and equal; when I think
how vastly more simple his life is I feel
that he is ray superior."

This from his little four-pag-e history of
Eoar that opens the book.

But. after all, these are things that have
been thought and said before. Ah, but in
the final clause the individual note is disti-

nctly-heard, and thence onward you never
Jose it. Bit by bit thcro rises from the- pages, fragmentary as It all is, kindly,
cental presence, full or hearty humanlaughter and Joy of living, with wistful
undertones and sad smiles that ever andanon cive way to beautiful enthusiasms.
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Something of Tlioreau and Burroughs, the
nature worshipers, goes to the make-u- p cf
this? retired merchant of Cleveland. Some-
thing, too, of Walt Whitman's deep human-
ity and masculine love of all beauty. He has
a distinct kinship, with Omar: even a cous.n-onl- p

with the unctuous. Intellectual side of
Falstaff. He vibrates with a quick sensi-
tiveness to all the life around him. but hLs
expression of his sensations is always chaste
and simple, direct and natural.

The amlabto agnosticism of his serious
moments and a certain cheerful pantheism
beautifully shade for him the riddle .of the
universe. In thinking-- of him the word
"mellow" rises to the mind. He Is fond of
the word himself, and uses it in every shade
of its range of meaning. Side by side, in-
deed, with the pleasure one derives from his
notes and comments there constantly
marches a curiosity as to the full measure
of the man who'made them. The more we
read him the more we want to know-- of the
genial hermit of Zoar.
HS WAS COMPANIONABLE.
THOUGH A RECLUSE.

Strange thing for a hermit, we picture
him almost instantly as the most compan.
lonable of men. What he was to the lead-
ing lights of the rough spun Zoarltes In
their isolated community he Just as surely
was to hosts of men of very different cali-
ber.

Although his notes generally describe
those people of the world outside Zoar by
Initials only, one plainly sees among thegreat number in the little pictures he has
left the lato Cornelius VanderbllC Mr.
P. O. Mills. Mr. Crocker of California:
"Dan" O'Connell of the Bohemian
Club of San Francisco; Lawrence,
the author of "Kashmir," now Secre-
tary to Lord Curzon. Viceroy of India;
Senator Mark Hanna, Grover Cleveland.
Moreton Frewen. Myron T. Herrick. Mrs.
Jack Gardner, a few Bishops, Governor
Todd. Sir William Van Horrie. a few Lords
and ladies. Duchesses and others, and WIN
liam McKlaley ad in a naturat sort of pell-me- ll,

coming and going in pageantry of
travel and entertainment. -

And these outside old-tim- e friends It was.
who., from time to tune, lured him away
from Zoar. If. with Ludwlg. Christian.
Louis and Joseph, his life was primitive andpatriarchal, once across the waters of the
Tuscarawas he traveled en Prince in special
cars, in splendid staterooms, and lodged In
palaces and palace hotels. In all he was
equally at home. Two of these Journeys are
described in the book.

That a man with so wide and fine an
as is disclosed In these re-

covered fragments should have successfully
escaped publicity and notoriety, as ha in-
tentionally did, is to be recorded as a dis-
tinct achievement of personal dignity. One
of the few regrets he seems to have auf-fer-

during his peaceful days was over tht.
establishment of a newspaper in a town ad-
jacent to Zoar. and the other is over tht
intrusion of some sightseers into the sacred
precincts of the Hermitage, which fronted
the Via Sacra, in the slumberous village of
cis nome.

But it was with this as with every otherannoyance he had, which was usually dis-
missed with the phrase. '1 forgive every-
body everything." ana he soon forgot this
near-b- y disturber of privacy.
GUNN A MASTER OF
WORD PAINTINa.

Whatever notes Alexander Gunn made

during the first ten years of his Intimacy
with Zoar. only one survives, namely, the
little history of the colony already referred
to. From 1SS3 on there is. more of them.
The dolnss. the village scenes: the
births, the deaths, the glory of the wood's
and fields In every season, are Jotted down
here with every sign of Intimacy. The en-
during execellence of his simple stylo leaps
out at one from every page. Ills faculty of
painting a picture a clear cut cameo In a
few master strokes-th- e snapshop faculty.
If one may adopt such a phrase is wonder-
ful.

In April. .1500. he writes:
"Now sets in a storm of snow and wind.

The windows rattle and all the gables and
chlmneyn lend a noise to the roaring wind.
The sleety snow, darning against the win-

dows, lulls me to sleep. In the morn-
ing all was white." but the birds, sturdily
singing, refused to believe that winter was
come again. The distances are obscured 6y
snow, which, before the blast, files In
clouds. The trees bend low under the
wind."

Here is a reminiscence:
"Obod. returning for the first tlm after

his departure from home, can scarcely cou-ce- al

the ecstasy he feels. I. too. rrnemtcr
the old days when I came home radiant and
fresh. It was the end cf May, a soft, warm
evening. I can yet sec the young leaves on
tho trees nnd feel" my mother's arms around
me and her kiss upon my face. These are
tho treasures of memory."

So we follow him around Zoar; through
the sowing", the harvesting, the wlne-makln- g.

tb- - g. the chicken ralslrjgli
troublous economical questions of the' com-
munity. The chopping down cf the ancient
wood always meets with protest. Without
order, savo as they In date the
events are set down In these little pictures.
Bits of pioneer history drift in. It Is Jan-
uary 3, Use. It snows and blows.

"Old 'Mike told me to-d- of the time
when he came to Zoar among the first. Ills
father was left behind sick, and his moth-
er, with her two chlldren-'MI- ke, aged li
nnd a younger sister came on through the
woods alone. The wagoner, who had car-
ried them from Pittsburg, left them, as
agreed, at Sandyville. three miles from this
place, then a wretched settlement of log
huts In the weeds. It was a few days before
Christmas, 1EI7.

"'Mike' tells- - me how his mother sat
down on a log and burst into tears. Far
from home, in a strange land, a trackless
wilderness, and no place to shelter her
children! No wonder 'Mike says men were
kinder In those days, for a man with bushy
beard and butternut-colore- d clothes came
up and asked what troubled her. She told
him. And then he said. 'Can you spin? and
she said. TTes.' and he offered, her a home
until sih should get settled with her own
people.

Th book of Ruth was so in
Zoar eighty odd years ago.

The stock panic of 1W had sad some dif-
ference In the value of hla holdings, or. as
would seem, it had ptnehed those who owed
him money. He notes -- it vaguely? "I ray-se- lf

am a victim. Must I lose til, toof
And again:

".Panic In New York: stocks off; different
here. Why should I ever leave the friendly
shelter of thesa hills, these qaiet days with
calm Without pride.' to be always
rood sad simple and frtealy; to love and
be loved. Is net that eReugfcTT

His geati creea seesu t fear worked -
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mlrably for him. Ten Cays later he Is
Ire:

"I look up to th? sUy through the bare
branches radiant with sunsh'ne: the wind
singing through the trees moves me like
solemn music I exult In my existence, for-
getting ax and poverty."

Of course It Is poverty." He
Is wealthier than his Zoar friend', but
iliose old friends whom he left In the clti-- 3

have been pl.lng up their wealth, and the
contrast between his means and theirs is
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bles him, cot that he longs for wealth, but
Is a little pained by the kindness for which
he can make no return. If he only knew!
All these men. with a mean exception r,
two, consider themselves his debtor always.
If ever man be did, and. such

man needs must Jove so
little note ever after this Js
heard irking him a little, but never for long.
"CIRCLE AS AGE
CREEPS ON,

There is a very tender passage telllnff the
life romance of his dead friend Hadley.
whom he mourns for. He Is scarcely. ,
but the thought Of age is upon him. Truly,
no matter how good we are. It is not well
lor man to Jive alone. He feels he Is not
treated with tho old

"So narrows the circle. There is distrust
felt toward age. The Intimate confidences
of youth are the homage paid to
age is sorry for the loss of
these nearer and more precious fellings."
It Is in this mood that he sings a touch- -'

Ins; requiem for hla lost youth.
'T hare enjoyed all radiant fancies; "all

xultaat hopes the ecstasy afia ala of

lers. Aftar the rronshrna who can wish to
live In darkneasT Bitterness and longing for
loot Pt and evT lift yaars; faces that wo
see no mere; volets tUU forever. And now

lenity comes) from the clearness of nn
tvaaiag sky crewdta 'With purple clouds,
from the tautlo tha (he wind makes In the
tops of prominent trees, the old famlltar
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Mcssoms. the fraitrarpe from clover fields,
. - w.ine nura si "
With many absences from Zoar. unac-

counted for here, the slrapft tale goes on.
At the beglnnlrs of 1554, the aftermath of
the greater panic finds him moralizing: but
in May of that year he la sailing for Eu-
rope In a goodly company. The

hermit decs cot. In his little note book.
set out to" give us any continuous record of
movements or

Still, any one who has had the good luck
to make sruch as he describes,
and the fortune to possess this boolc will,
follow it with much amuse

anecdotes Jumble tiny bits of sujge
Uve description and quaint record of Seetlnr
friendships, now for on old market women
in Covent Garden, now for a little doe; in
Regent street, now for some one more, m
the swim of things. He was traveling very

Indeed, but that made very lit-

tle difference In his point of vJew.
"I pray in tho smoking-roo- m of the

steamship that a small, mean-face- d man
near ma may lose."

"Al the Duchess of T.'s palace, where a
sale of Scotch homespun is solas; oa, a sea
of UUea people about, I qvjtU7
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away, the steps with a
air which seemed to awe the menials
about."

"The Windsor Castle guMe 'vxho
Geoge IV. well.' and sigh when ne

l to say he 'cannot ?ay much tn
his favor.? "

"I assumed the grand air and the sentries
arms. I raised my hat with a

look of to the min-
gled delight and of my
friends." What fun he was having!

Covent Garden with Melhi
and Jean He Rcszke. In O'
this he says:

I "House stuffy an-- l full or
people. Prince and Princess nr

Walen there. Openi in parts but
tco long nnd devoid of action. The swan

and Is tnally kicked off by
the lov also hans rlrc "

"I have at Covent Garden a
regular with the mirkt peo-

ple, who say 'Good "
EVERY ROOM A

OF
Then e spends the day amid the wonder

of Holland House. whre-- v err room is ,a
cabinet of HatfwM House he

too. Where Is it ho cannot so with
thoso magic friends or hl'

Of what we call snapsnot here
are a few that any traveler will

"To the old Klnc Arms the
kitchen, with meat sailor who
had been to San the sad-face- d

"To Athletic
.Very sweet and pretty rlcture: the village

J the shabby tailor who
ran so wsh. ,

"At Walton to see a regatta. Much
and beer at the Home; one

pnrfr iroes
up the Wye: thV fields

with the lovely rays of h sun. I sec the
sun sctttrg In afar off. and hear
tho music of o peal of bells. This Is God's
own country, so good and preti. and all the
people so Innocent and kindly. The parish
priest, with face, fishes In the
stream, with fair at his side."

There the ssence and the charm
of In In a few

dabs. In we have the
same great

"The girl with a red but not
face, who sings 'Coming the Rye
not without who never notices th
coppers flung at her, but sees them all the
same, and picks them uo when the oat
moves tiway.

"At a hotel. On our floor fin
floor above brass; buxom and

with a keen Scotch accent.
The house holds Its head high. There Is n
rumor that her once went through
here, but It Is If she
HB CALLS
A "VILE" CITY.

He finds much ecstasy in the
scenery. They return to and go

the Black
on night did not please him.

"I never saw a ?iler drunken
men and women huddled Into every rum
shop, and they are very plenty; maudlin
scenes1 and gross oren

One could nil a Htn gallery with the etch-
ings of random people that he meets, and

I from the gay or notable people, who only
appear in lntials. to the who
"should 'ave gone to London, where me
talents would 'ave told," and who winds
up with the phrase, "but I
ave me 'ealth. sir."
Back again at Zoar he takes a reflective

turn.
"In there Is much

praise of country life."
"Lace Is to the old a vanity; to the young--

virtues always surround half
and wholly unseen gods."
visions!. Why should I ak7 fcr

the grosses earthly
mak It easy to procure

ft od. Jlil, u..ra do hungar have become
like 3Ui tr IV.'

Sucdeoi jpti.T Journey begins. He is
wooed, aivay from Zoar to a trip
the East. He goes up the Ni!e In state. His
splric is not so blithe, but h's feelings are
ever deeper. A
clouds his hours Thero from the
heart of Ewnt his heart flies back to Zoar.

b Mil OTlsW W Wf JUL" aWf trTB H

slmpu aamor m thers always. Ho naively
records In this Mils

"I take a drink of whisky and scda,
and It add a new glory to the sky."

Italy, wins his Beauty
leaps out of It at him, oftenest leaving him

at the beauty of the land and
the people. on these radiant faces,
I am sick to think that I am old." Rome.

Venice are a of
and he forgets to write. Of Capri

he says:
"We had on the terrace. The

music" played. One with a face of
and beauty came to sell things. We
did not live we swam to ecstasy, and over
all the sun. and the blue, sea at
our feet. Oh. Italy! What can I say of
you? Land of song and beauty! Where
even the weeds are Oh. ye powers
who made me, shall I long tn vain for an
eternity like this, where the hungry soul Is
fed with beauty and with music? When we
landed, a child of beauty. like

angel, took me by the hand."
He has not many more before

him. One to Is barely alluded to.
nd his last Journey to where his

health was not at all. He was to
fall In sad ruins. I.ke to which
be so

had gone to his heart. During
the Eastern Journey there U discreet note
of a In the party. It

In what he calls "the
There he had. been

honored. Nordlca and De fteszke sang and
was there. He how-

ever, was taken "up in the very front of
the church, even ahead of the Vs." but
some one of bis old circle bad sent a barbed
shaft to him through all tho glory of It.

"I am home again from the
I am at the coldness of

one. once my friend, who treats me now
as a Nor can I shake oft
the settled distress that weighs me down

J went to ray high farm,
sadly my feet the rustling
leaves. When hope files man dies
also. Where Is the ecstasy of a year ago?"

OET

A, BEE AT ZOAR.
Back again In Zcar. we note they have a

feast after tho corn in which ho
Joins. At Zoar they husk the

corn while It is still
men at a time the rows in "the

"Have Cisfttr ia tfe 2aM us work n&Ul
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appreciation,
complaining

NARROWS"

consideration.

withheld;
compensation

descending grandiose

remem-
bers

compelled

presented
urbanity,

consternation

Opera-hous- e,

d:

splendid
beautiful,

Lohen-
grin;

established

cheori'y morning.'

CABINET

curiosities."
inspect",

picture,
recognize:

taphouse:

blacksmith.
Wevmouth Tournament.

clergyman presides;

mer-

riment Angler's
cvrbO"rd-- "

"Rowing glorlaus

splendor

benignant
daughters

youhave
midsummer

suggestive Scotland
pictures.

unlovely
Through

feeling;"

landlady

Majesty
uncertain stopped.

mountain
England

through Country. Manchester
Saturday

population;

caresses."

coachman

consolatory

literature Ignorant

necessity."
"Incredible

understood
"Beloved

shape."
"Civlllsattai

through

querulous' sensitiveness
somewhat.

Journey:

however, adoration.

speechless
"Looking--

Florence. succession de-
lights,

luncheon
deathless

alluring

transparent

beautiful!

unearthly
Raphael's

Journeys
California

Germany,
breaking,

Campanile,
admired.

Something

courtship culminates
afterward splendid
wedding." signally

President "'McKinley

splendid wed-

ding. heartsore

stranger.

Yesterday
dragging through

HUSKING

husking,
vigorously
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attacking
STcat-field-
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acquaintance
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cantdlcsticts:

strong-minde-d,
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DESCRIPTION

I ntehr. Then te have a keg of Gehrinc
beer and tti. band plays. The players in- -
-- Nt that Louis changes the tempo accord-
ing to the quantity cf berr he has con-

sumed. There Is an animated discussion."
All through the gossiping little notes that

record the days In drows,y Zoar are scat-
tered wondering suggestions as to what lies
beond. Once he sasr

"I lack the enthusiasm which, to the be-

liever. hows the open gate of heaven. Help
Thou. O God. my unbclier. I am Innocent,
ft r I do not know."

Again in the midst of the great snow-
storm, as he sat before the fire In the Her-
mitage-

"As for me. I nm In the hands of that
grent unknown and unknowable force which
brought me. not being consulted, and which
trfkes me unwillingly again. I trust me in
the hands of this awful power beyonJ the
hysterical explanations of the orthodox. I
trust, and I can wait."

And. again, but a few days before he died
he wrote In pencil this unfinished fragment,
which, it appears. Was found among his
papers at Nauhelm:

"Often to my veiled reason there comes
a voice to which, without any sense of In- -

j credulity. I listen; this pure note '
This unfinished entry of hopeful sugges-

tion appropriately appears as a concluding
lino in the Notebook.

The second volume Is to contain such let-
ters of Alexander Gunn as have survived
the- - years. (

Politeness vs. Credulity.
"Oh. dear! It's such hard work'to be a

lady sometimes, isn't it?" sighed a pretty
Undine In a blue bathing suit as she threw
herself on the sand.

"Couldn't say. never having tried It." he
grinned, and dodged a shower of pebbleh
aimed with no inconsiderable feminine skill,
as he went on hastily " but I thought na-
ture had saved you that trouble. Mlsb Mer-
maid, by making jou a lady to begin with;
so whence these navy-blu- e remarks?"

"Well." replied the Undine, resignedly. "I
hope I was born a lady, though that poor
word Is so deadly overworked these days 'tscarcely seems a title to be coveted any
more. But the business of building the su-
perstructure of nature's foundation of th
skyscraper known In character building as
a gentlewoman is an arduous occupation
It readdy is. You've no Idea"

"Not guilty." be interrupted. Impertinent-
ly.

"How some people make you Just long to
be a primeval savage." she went on, Ignar-ngl- y.

tapping her ringers in tlmt to the
music from the pavilion above. "Now.
there's that woman I Just swam out to the
raft with. She wakes every scalping In-

stinct that I ever had passed down to me
from my antediluvian ancestors."

"Did they scalp before the flood?" bo In-
quired, casually.

"Don't interrupt, or I won't be a lady an-- "
other minute. As I was saying, that wom-
an has raked oft every bit of veneer of civ-"- '1

illzatlon from me. She has been trying to
me all the- morning with all sorts of

things, from plastering over her latest flirt-
ation to the padded price of her new bon-'- 1

net. And Just because I smiled and said"
Indeed r as politely Interested as I couiOf

seem to be. she thinks me the very 'easiest
mark.' as my football brother slangily ex- - ?
presses it. 'that ever came, over the hills.
As if I swallowed the half of It Just because
I appeared to.' I longed to say, quite bru-- A

tally. 'You know you He.' " jbs:

He rolled over tho sand and laughed ;r
Iher face of disgust.

"She Jest mistook politeness for credull- -.

ty," he consoled her. "and th world la full;
of such lobsters masculine, f'ailnlne. I've'
run up ag-iln- them. too. they only,iC
knew that most of the time tlVy are not
admired, but mired In their .own creations.
they would learn the virtue acugnmenneas
of silence." s

"In the classic language of George Ada,
Ehc smiled back, her face sunny again..

.....,, ....... ...... .vv . -- - ?
against an analysis when he thinks he Is

Xmaking a paralysis. t-- -

Song of the Shirt.
With fingers nimble and white.

With eyes that are tenderly blre.
"A summer girl In gay summer frills

Sat plying her needles two.
Knit, knit. knit.

'Neath the broad veranda's shadv. "5

Asks the summer man. sltttr Uly by,
"WU1 my sweater soon be roada?

4
"Work. work, wortc"

She softly made reply. rhdt"Work, w.irk, work; ifWe'll ee tlimt by and tv."
Sleeve end body and neck.

Neck and body and sleeve;
The work that It takes a sweater to maasv

A rein, would cavar noncelva. 3CUS
uoa

.
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"Knit. knit, kr.lt.
I've been at It from mora to night;

Knit. knit. knit.
Don't breathe tin this stitch la tight.

No. I dare not go to the bee.-- h.

And I will not go for a walk;
A drive would take us by tar m long;

Tve hardly time t trc
"Knit. knit, knit, Tn?

My brain Is all in a whirl!
Knit, knit, knit.

Was there ever so weary a girl?
Yet I dare cot put it asUe,

For Mildred and Maud and Grace
Are working like mad on aweatem, text

And fm bound to win In tho rassk

"Work, work, work.
While other girts giggle and play;

Work. work. work.
While my thoughts are off and away.

For It's all for a summer man
To wear on the links fhls ftl

And should he forget me before It la doni;. . ...f. x
"Knlf, knit, knit. A

But would you not suppose JVW3

That when this labor of lova Is dona
He'd feel h must propose? -Knit, knit, knit.
But that I cannotJtnow,

For the goal's not won till the sweater -

done
And I've knit the final row." ,

Kind Chance Saved Him.
There were five or six of us. under the

pilotage of a cowboy. looking for a cros
lng of the Republican River when wa
caught sight of a man fast In a quicksand.

"Hello, you!" shouted the cowboy, as wa
halted our horss.

"Hello, yourself!' was the reply.
"You are one of the fellers wa hustled

ofTn Big Four t'other dayl'
"And what cf It?" a
"Nuthln. only you won't bother us up"''-mare-

You'll be out of! sight in an hour!" ?3
"Don't you bank on that," growled tb- -

stranger. I've bin In wuss fixes nor this r
and come out all right." -

"I'm wlllln to take chances. If I win.
you can help me out: if I lose you kin ride
on and be hanged to your t

It was an appeal the cowboy couldn't re-- s
fuse, and after a minute he replied:

"You rustlers don't deserve no show, but,,
let 'er go. If you lose, though. I'll Iau7
you to go to the bottom! Toss 'er up, aait
call out!"

"I say tails!" exclaimed the man, aa ha ,
flirted the half dollar to the bank. '"

Tails she Is," replied the cowboy, aa 'he bent In his saddle. "Now, then, '.etch. '
the end of this lariat and come ashore and
Jest let me tsll you that if you don't aaak
yourself skeerco the boys will either hang ''

cr shoot your , 'Zf,
"Skeerce she am!" said the man, as ha.C.. .

got his breath and cast off the lariat, art .,
without waiting to scrape off, tho mud. lw ," J ;

started off up the river and was sooa laat, 4 ..
to signt. fi

Rhrt TVno n nlf Wirlnw. ."jfe'i
..w . ... -- w- , ....v..

T.nnfv wfimnr aiffln nn m rAelr. Tam
Orhermen pawing. jf

First Flshermant "That's a lonely lajakW-?t"-

wumman. She slt.s on that rock a day ay. ?'.knit, knit, knitting. She never speaks tsrr?--3

akSBRBrVsp )

m a gsHrter.' 1

leevin scui. .n om isaia.
Second Fisherman: "Auld

I ken her fine: she's aaarrit
stray nwnts, . i i -

i. 1.- ' .. -
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